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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CHROMATICS 

THE SONG 

That day in the slipping of torsos and straining flanks, 

On the bloodied ooze of fields, plowed by iron, 

(And the smoke, bluish near earth and gold in the sunshine, 

Floating like cotton down) 

Do you remember how we heard 

All the Red Cross bands on Fifth Avenue, 

And bugles in little home towns, 

And children's harmonicas bleating 

AMERICA!— 

And the harsh and terrible screaming, 

And that strange vibration at the roots of us — 

Desire, fierce like a song? 

And after . . . 

Do you remember the drollery of the wind on our faces, 

And horizons reeling, 

And the terror of the plain, heaving like a gaunt pelvis to 

the sun 
Over us — threshing and twanging 
Torn-up roots of the song? 

IRON WINE 

The ore in the crucible is pungent, smelling like acrid wine. 
It is dusky red like the ebb of poppies, 
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Lola Ridge 

And purple like the blood of elderberries. 

Surely it is a strong wine — juice distilled of the fierce iron. 

I am drunk of its fumes; 

I feel its fiery flux 

Diffusing, permeating, 

Working some strange alchemy . . . 

So that I turn aside from the goodly board, 

So that I look askance upon the common cup, 

And from the mouths of crucibles 

Suck forth the acrid sap. 



THE FIDDLER 

In a little Hungarian cafe 
•Men and women are drinking 
Yellow wine in tall goblets. 

Through the milky haze of the smoke, 

The fiddler, undersized, blond, 

Leans to his violin 

As to the breast of a woman. 

Red hair kindles to fire 

On the black of his coat-sleeve, 

Where his white, thin hand 

Trembles and dives, 

Like a sliver of moonlight, 

When wind has broken the water. 
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